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was taken to the door of the
lodge, l'efore him stretched a verdant
country, reaching to the borders of a gulf,
beyond which, how iiik faintly, wa a land
of Miftet hlue. Pointing with hi bony
linger, the olil man spoke to him thus
"See yonder gulf anil the plain f hlue
beyond if, that i the Land of the Soul.
Go forth now and lind her whom ymt seek,
hut your 1ody you mtt leave with me
For y.it: cannot take it with ymt, nor your
arrow., club, nor dog."

Then the freed bounded
forward upon the pathway as lightly a
though his feet had wings. All thing
were as he had known them; they re-

tained their color, shape and form; but
the leaves were ery much greener
the (lowers were far more bright. The
sky above was vastly bluer, and the songs
of the birds sounded strangely sweet.
Along the path wild creatures bounded.

the weasel, and Wa-bas-s- the
white rabbit, friendly now and not afraid.
And Mihe-Mokw- a. the great bear, and
Pez-he-ke- e. the hi-o- n, showed no signs
of fighting there. While in the branches,
far above them, I!e-n- a, the pheasant, anil
Ke-nu- e, the eagle, rested there at peace
together. Mahng, the loon, and Chet-ovv-ai- k,

the plover, lighted on his outstretched
arm. for in this land of the hereafter
bloodshed is a thing unknown.

Ami the path was not obstructed,
neither trees nor rocks could bar his way.
for this was the land of shadows, and
these were but the shadow of what once
had been. And the (lowers, which were
blooming, were but souls 'of (lowers on
earth, which, in dying, shed their perfume
on this air of the land above, livery song
whose echoes had vanished was singing
here aloud again; eery thought which had
died unspoken found its utterance in this
land. livery act of pure
done on earth and pased away lived once
more in this land of beauty and filled the
soul with lnftv thoughts.

A half a day was pas-e- d in this way.
and then before him stretched the. gulf
whose crystal waters lapped the azure
shores of tlie land he sought. At his feet
a canoe was resting, shining white in the
noonday sun, for it was made of a pure,
white stone. And in it lav a crvstal

Leaping into the canoe, he pushed it
quickly trout the shore and headed boldly
for the gulf. Hut as his paddle struck the
water he heard a rippling by his side, and
turning, he saw another, white anil shin-
ing like his own. and within it was his
sweetheart, whom he had
sought.

Side by side thev cleaved the water out
into the unknown gulf. Hut here the
waves towered and threatened, raised their
crests and hissed and frowned a- - though
they would engulf the voyagers who
dared to veiiltue on this sea. Down be-- j
low they saw the bottom through the cry,
tal clearness of the water, and it showed
both white and grew some, strewn with
bones and skulls of men, who, unfitted,
had dared the terrors of this sea. Anil
they saw such fellow voyagers, struggling,
shrieking in the waves, engulfed there by
the mighty billows. Hut to Strong Heart
and Mitchie-manito- u was
good. Hut there were canoe, before
which the gulf wa- - without a ripple, and
which were impelled by tin -- ecu hands.
These canoes contained the souls of chil-
dren.

At last their prows touched the shore
of the blue and blissful land. Hand in
hand they wandered onward through those
fclds where all that was good and had
died upon earth now lived again to die no
more. Here the air was food, and it nour-
ished them. There were no tempests to
rack the mind with fear: there were no
cold winds to chill them to the marrow;
there was n i ice to freeze them; no
hunger to hurt ihein; no pain to sting
them; no dying to grieve them. All things
rejoiced in life.

And one day there was a sound as of
the brece stirring in the tree-top- s.

Stronger and stronger it grew until from
out it came the oices of Mitchie Mani-to-

Master of Life, -- aying to
"Your time has not yet come. You

have been pirmittcd to see the land of
the soul, but you must go back to your
people. The duties for which I made you,
and which you are to perform, are not yet
done, Return t i your people and tell
them of what you have seen. Accomplish

Some Famous IBuicl&sKlini IMIeira.

NY boys to-da- y would not know
who was meant by Michael
Crcsap or Simon Kenton or
George Rogers Clark, but those
men, with their great courage

and their willingness to be the pioneer in
the wilderness, made the life of the pres-
ent day pos-ihl- e.

Michael Cresap was born on the S'.uh

of June. lT'.U. lie was a mountain boy.
and even hi schoolmates thought him
wild, but hi courage and generosity soon
won him many friends.

Cresap. with Clark and Roger, and
many other buckskin men. had banded
together, about twelve mouths before the
battle of Lexington, to protect the people
of the Northwest against the Indians.
Kuglatid had just passed a law forbidding
American colonists front settling in that
territory. Naturally, this encouraged the
Indians, who probably thought that they
were now to have all that part of the
country to themselves. They were urged
on to fight the settlers, too, by a reward
which the British general ottered for the
colonists' scalp, a deed so black, so
treacherous to his own white blood, that
it would be hard to believe if history did
not prove its truth.

George Rogers Clark led the "long
knives" of the border, a handful of buck-
skin men, to Kaskaskin, where he arrived
on the Fourth of July, and found the peo-
ple all having a jolly time at a dance in
the fort. The merry-maker- s were aston-
ished to see a number of travel-wor- n and
anxious-lookin- g buckskin men confronting
them.

"Go on with your fun," said Clark, "but
remember you are now dancing under the
llag of Virginia, and not that of Great
Hritain."

Simon Kenton was a great, tall athletic
American. He was air unerring shot, an

the duties of n man. You will be ruler
of your people for many days, and after
tl'.at you shall rejoin the spirit you now
must leae behind. She is accepted, and
will remain here awaiting you. and will
here be ever happy ever as happy and
as voting as when I called her from the
land of snows."

Then wakening as from
a dream, found himself among his people,
took his war-clu- b and his arrows ami
ruled them to please Mitchie-Manito- u.

whose willing subject he had become.

(GecEs. Clhillcdlii'eim
of ftlhe Slfty.

NCI K NT Greece, with its bright
skies, its deep blue sea and it
lovely Spring, gave to u the
mot beautiful stories of personi
fied nature that we have ever

had. They are so beautiful that poets and
painter and sculptors are always using
them for themes.

The Greeks loed the sky, especially, and
three of their lovely creations have to do
with it. These three are Apollo and hi
sisters, Diana and Aurora.

Apollo was said to be the mot beauti-
ful baby buy ever born. The sun smiled
upon him at his birth, and gave him
strength, so that when he wa four year
old he made an altar out of the horn of
goats that his sister Diana had killed with
her arrows.

Diana was smiled upon by the moon,
when she was born, and so she was calm
and cold and fearless, loving the night and
delighting in hunting by moonlight.

Aurora was a younger sister of Apollo
and Diana, anil she i always spoken of a
beautiful and shy and blushing, like a
joiing girl.

When the beautiful sun rose in the
eastern sky, the Greeks said that Apollo
came driving his untamed white horses
of tire, in his golden chariot, across the
heavens. They said that the Hours, the
Day, the Months and the Years were the
servants of beautiful Apollo, and that they
put him to bed each night, on a couch of
gold and blue.

Diana had a chariot of silver, drawn by
dusky, cloudy horses, and every night she

adept in woodcraft, and the centre of all
the fun and mirth of a camp, despite the
fact that he was a devout Methodist. His
clear, mellow and penetrating voice was
a joy to hear.

In battle that same voice, now stern and
commanding, could be heard over the din
of the strife, urging his men on. and
triking terror to the hearts of his foes.

For many years Kenton and Daniel Hootie
were the chief reliance of the settlers for
protection from the hostile and unfriendly
Indians.

Cresap has always been blamed for the
massacre of the family of the noble In-

dian, Logan, whose famous speech white
boys have delivered on Commencement
Day, ever since Thomas Jefferson quoted
it. Cresap, himself, always denied the
charge. To be sure, he had started out
with the party, but had thought better of
it, and turned back. You must remember
that in those early days it was difficult for
the Ruckskin men to remember who were
good Indians and who were not. All the
Redskin, had seasons of hating the white
settler, and those who went on the war-
path at such times did such awful things
that the white men could hardly believe
that any Indian was a good one until he
was dead!

Well, after Cresap turned back, thirty-tw- o

of the most lawless bordcrmen, led by
a low border ruffian, named Dan Great-him- e,

went on and murdered all of Lo-
gan's family, at Baker's liottom, near the
mouth of Yellow Creek, on the Ohio
River.

Michael Cresap is buried, if I remember
aright, in Trinity churchyard, on Hroad-wa-

New York. l;ew of the Huckskiu
men found as quiet graves. Many of their
bones are scattered in nameless gullie
are sunk in distant streams, but their im
perishable memory lives in the hearts of
the boys of to-da-

made the journey across the sky, attended
by her taithltil maid, the star?,

Aurora, like a dutiful younger sister
helped pollo and Diana in their journev- -

tugs. Mie put away all the star when
Diana's need for them had pascd. and
strewed the mist ot early morning on the
earth, so that Apollo's rays would not
strike it too quickly. She lifted the bars
of Apollo's Sun-palac- e so that his great
white lior.es could rush out, ami at night
she closed the bars behind the (laming
chariot, and put the .star in their place.
The last thing she did before she retired
wa to sprinkle the reviving dew upon
wilting flower and field.

One of the commonest of our (lowers is
closelv connected with the Greek skv chil
dren. It was a common (lower even in
tho-- e old davs, and so the storv-lo- v ing
Greeks made up a beautiful tale to ac
count for it.

Clytie, said they, wa a little
who loved the beautiful Apollo, but it wa
verv far down for Apollo to look, where
the rode in her boat made of
a pink scahcll, drawn by six gold fish
and so she came out of the sea and stood
upon the laud, watching the (laming char
iot steadily as it made its wonderful jour- -

nev from the east to the west. She
watched so long that at last her feet took
root in the ground, her beautiful xobe be
came broad green leaves, and her pretty
face and golden hair turned into a bios
MHII.

Hut Apollo never stopped his steady
progress across the skies, not even though
the n Clytie was turned into a

r.

Watch a group of the nest
time you see them. Like . lytic, of the
Greek fairy tale, thev watch steadily the
flaming chariot of the sun, turning their
heads faithfully to follow it course.

Wild wolf-lik- e dogs are still found in
the remote parts of Ireland. They have
soft, round ears, rather pleasant, broad
face-- , and can easily be tamed if they are
caught young. They do not hunt in packs,
like wolves, but usually live and hunt
apart, with their mates. In bodily

they are much tike the Kski-m- o

dog, but of slighter build.

Tlhe Buntcltoea' Bard.
it v M.itii.M!i;r v. i,i:iiiiiT(i.v.

CLI'.AR, sweet note rang ovor
the snowy held, hvcry mouse
,...u ncry small bird scurried
and ihittcred to cover. "The
Hutcher! The Ilutcher! Tin

Cannibal Hird!" whispered one to another,
safe hidden beneath the stone wall, and
down in the hollow tree.

A silver-gra- y streak darted through the
air. and up rose the shrike, clutching a
squeaking field-mou- in his claws, hiving
to a sharp splinter, which protruded from
a pme-stum- p, he hung the mouse on it
ind was off for more prey. I'resentlv a
innco was impaled on a thorn, and next
a downy woodpecker was wedged into a
crotch in an oak.

Good hunting," said the shrike to a
hawk, perching near; "I haven't had such
a feast since I leit Alaska, three weeks
;igo!

"Pity you hadn't stayed there," replied
the hawk. "Wc dislike murderers in our
woods!"

Murderers!" laughed the shrike. "What
do you call yourself?"

"Oh, 1 only hunt to live, while you hunt
for mere sport, hanging jour victims round

oil the huthc. and tree a gh.istlv sight
lor the wood folk frighten the limit!
ones almost out of their sense.-.- "

"You are quite mistaken, friend hawk!
As for hunting merely for sport, 1 am
laying up for a snowy day when I hang
the surplus birds and mice on the biihe
and trees. What hall I do when the hard
freeze and the big torms come if mv
cupboard is bare and no bird or least
abroad? Just ask the farmers if I don't
help them a lot. Thev are thankful (or
every nieadovv-mou'- e I catch. Then in
Fall and Spring I almost live upon grass-hoppe- rs

and beetles those fearful crop-detroje- r.

When I'm tired of country
fare 1 paj a visit to the city devour
English sparrows by the dozen. Can joii
deny that that's a mighty useful thing to

or
"Well," replied the hawk, "your g

name, Lanius, mean to tear,
and tear ymi will, I suppose, but, pray
have a little prey for the natives, and start
I'or your arctic home as early as the
season permits."

The days of the week get their names
from very, verj long ago, when the Norse-
men had never heard of Christianity-- . In
those days thej- - worshiped the sun. and
Sun's Day was named for it. Moon's

wa the wife of the sun, and,
and, of course, had to be honored also.
Tyr was the god of war, and so thej- - had
Tyr's Day (Tuesday), while Wednesday
is Woden's Daj-- , the god of the .Notse-man'- s

heaven. Thor was the god of
strength, so he has Thursday-- . Friday is
Frcya's Day. Freya was the Woden'.
wife and Thor's mother. The last of the
days, Saturday, gets its name from a
Roman god, Saturn, who presided over the
games on a holiday called the Saturnalia,
so that it is quite appropriate that our
Saturday should be a holiday, too.

The new five-ce- piece has for its de-

sign a line portrait of a Cheyenne Indian
chief on one side, and that of a buffalo
on the other. The "V", as well as the
Goddess of Liberty, has thus disappeared
for twenty-fiv- e years, as the law docs not
allow of a change in a coin design any
oftcner.

The city of Dresden. Germany, owns
and operates a newspaper, the property
having been bequeathed to the municipal-
ity. The annual profit amount now to
about ?(i(),i)()0.


